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The angle of my hip, jutting,
Sharp.
The rolling hills of my tiny rib bones, so tender.
I stare at flesh on bone.
No less, no more than the day before.
The best body in the land, he told me
As he held me up and caressed the skin upon my bones.
The thrill and the pain,
The pain I no longer feel.
Beauty in smallness,
I am loved, desired.
But I am afraid and
Euphoria seems too close to death.
What sickness in this world makes me beautiful?
